PLINKY PLONKY 
DIR да р = 


МАМИ 


b 
2% 


1 
A // /A 
፣. ማ Ж N -= 


M 


Plinky Plonky Magazine / Issue No. ОЗ / Jul. 2022 / Digital Edition 


PLINKY PLONKY 
Za nM 


Acknowledgement to Country: 
This magazine is created and published on the Indigenous land of 
The Eora Nation, of which sovereignty was never ceded. 


We ask to pay respect to all Indigenous Peoples both past, present 
and future. This land was and always will be Aboriginal Land. 
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This is the third issue of Plinky Plonky Magazine: a guarterly hodgepodge 
of art, design, fiction, essays, photography and much more. It's winter, 
and we're celebrating with an edition of all fiction! Pieces that are 
dystopia in nature, collections of poetry and an explorations of insomnia. 
This issue is designed to be the most succinct, yet, still a bouncy eclectic 
collection of texts! We hope you enjoy this issue, and I'd like to thank you 
for the continuous support of the magazine. It's a dream come true, and 
we have more coming very, very soon! 


- Thierry St. Quintin; creator, chief editor and director of all things Plinky 
Plonky. 
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THE SAD GIRL 
COLLECTION 


Including: 
Waves 
Last Night 
Halted 


MIA TIKELLIS 


COMPLETE 174 UNABRIDGED | 


The Sad Girl Collection 


The lights are dim. You sit patiently in the dark. 
Small chatier echoes around the room. 


Á figure appears on stage. The anticipation builds. 
She is visible now, clearly staring at you. 
Haunted by the shadows of tomorrow, the ruins of yesterday. 


She's finally ready to lay out her soul. 
She pulls out her book, and begins to read. 


Waves 

She carries the waves with her 
Wherever she goes 

Their weight lulls her to sleep 

She hears them crashing against the shore when she drifts off 
She can smell the salty air when she walks 
And feels the sand between her toes 
They never let her go 
They grasp her tight 
And they carry her body safely to shore 


Sleep sleep waking demon 
Let no shelter bring you light 
For you shall never return back to the ocean 
What you once called home is no longer 
Where you once made your peace you now cannot 
Your bed is empty 
Your heart is broken 
And your mind shallow 


Ruined shells oftomorrow call her 
Fragments of memory drift on the wind 
And her beating heart longs for the waves 
She carries them with her 
Wherever she goes 


What tomorrow brings 
We cannot know 


Last Night 


Last night 

I drank a bit too much 

And I said something І shouldn't have 

And I was told something I shouldn't know 
And I realised 


We're all just big fish swimming in a small pond 
Trying to find the ocean 

To find our soulmate 

Validation 

Ourselves 


And of course, when I blurted it all out my mind 
wandered back to where it always does 

It wandered back to you 

You're intoxicating charm and idiotic glee 
You're ability to sweep us all away 

My stupid heart that sometimes wants to beat for 
you 

And my head that tells me to run the other way 


My mind wanders back to you 
And I don't want it to 


I know you will merely be a footnote in the book of 
my life 

A page or chapter if you're lucky 

I know we won't be in each other's lives forever, I 
predict that now 

Merely ships passing each other in the cold deary 
night 

And I know my thoughts don't deserve to be occu- 
pied by you 


It makes me mad the power you have over everyone 
You laugh and everyone bows at your feet 

You smile and we praise our god 

You twist and you turn and slither back into the 
cave from which you came 

You manipulate my feelings and my desires and I 
don't understand why 


Well 40, 
I just don't want to admit it to myself. 
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I feel like life has been halted. 

Like it's been stopped and paused and 
started again. 

A continuous roundabout that never seems 
to end. 


We pause for two years; when will my life 
finally begin? When will I be free to live, 
and dream and play and spend. 

Spend my time, my money, my free will, my 
life. Spend my countless spendable hours 
on something that makes my heart ignite. 


On someone who brings me joy, love and 
pain. On someone who wishes my dreams 
away; who makes them real and solid and 
true. On someone who makes my life excit- 
ing and new. 


When will this heartache and loneliness 
fade. When will my life begin again? 
When will I stop feeling confined and 
trapped; ready to explode and run and 
scream? 

When will I finally feel like me? 


I feel like a ghost of myself, something that 
could of been but isn't. Something that's 


lost and trying to find its way. 


Pm building the wardrobe of life without 


instructions. 


Halted 


I have pieces and bolts and odds and ends. 
But how to assemble this mess, I cannot 
comprehend. 


I feel like life has halted. 
It's been stopped and paused and started 


again. 


Pm waiting for everything to finally go 
silent, and quiet and calm. 

For everything to fall into place, for the 
stars to align. 

For my journey is halted, postponed per- 
haps. 


But there is still time to go, a long road 
ahead. Let's stop for the night, relax, 
reload. 

For when the sun comes up, we will be 
ready to go. On countless adventures to 
new dangerous seas, we will cross and con- 
quer them, a sight to behold. 


We'll stroll down by a river and scream at 
the sky, 

and ponder the universe, 

just you and I. 


But for now, we cannot. 


We stay put, ever present. For life is halted, 
but don't dismay. 

Look up at the stars, and prepare; 

for come what may. 


The Winter Survey: 


To find out what Winter means, Plinky Plonky sent out six questions to 
find just that, and also to see how people are holding up. These are the 


responses. 


It’s the middle of the year, how s it going? 


6 6 Life is good. 
Confusing. Term is over. 
It's aight. 


Wonderful! 9 9 


Fine, Pm a bit sick but fine. 


Whatis something you want to do before the end of 
the year? 


Fix the confusion and do 


6 6 things that are not confusing. 


I want to make a complete 
collection of art of some description. 


Paint more! And experiment 
with oil paints! 


I need to finish 
! T 
ши Travel some more... (if you'll 
join me?) 
Go to the snow! 


ENS 


How have you been staying cozy and not freezing? 
People. 
6 6 Working mostly. 
Agoraphobia. 
Cuddling. 


Wandering around in my 
pyjamas all day. Simple! 
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G G What is a fond winter memory you have? 


Cold It's kinda nerdy but first 
time I ever watched Star 


Burying myself in deep snow Wars it was pouring 


in an old park. down rain on a cold 


Spending time in Drinking hot chocolate winter day. I don't know 


Melbourne with my after having soup for why but it's just such a 
true love. dinner, curled up under а nice memory because I 9 9 
blanket, next to the TV. had such agreat day. 


( ( What colour is winter? 


Blue and white I guess. Burnt. 
Blue and white 


When a wave just starts to crash. Light blue and bright grey. 9 


Стеу, but in the most beautiful way. 


What have you been listening to lately? 


Glimpse of Us - Joji 
6 6 Planet Caravan - Black Sabbath 
Superwoman - Stevie Wonder 
Islands in the Stream - Dolly Parton 
Birdland - Weather Report 
One Last Time - Summer Salt 
Amoeba - Clairo 
Summer Soft - Stevie Wonder 
Come On, Leťs Co - Tyler The Creator 


Scan The Code Below To Listen 9 9 
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The Plinky Plonky 
Winter Playlist 
(2022) 


Vol. 01: Such Sweet Sounds 

01. Like Someone In Love - Bjórk 

02. 1 Can Feel The Ice Melting - Yo La Tengo 
03. Paul - Big Thief 

04. Baby Blue - King Krule 

05. Train Song - Tom Waits 

06. Honey Moon - Mac DeMarco 

07. Cupid De Locke - Smashing Pumpkins 
08. These Days - Nico 

09. Snow Is Falling In Manhattan - Purple 
Mountains 

10. Concorde - Black Country, New Road 
11. Futile Devices - Sufjan Stevens 

12. Creature Fear - Bon Iver 

13. Some Things Cosmic - Angel Olsen 

14. Sunset - Beach House 

15. All In Need - Radiohead 

16. Glide (Cover) - Mitski 

17. True Love Will Find You In The End - 
Daniel Johnston 

18. Clay Pigeons - Michael Cera 

19. Morning - Beck 

20. Lay Lady Lay - Bob Dylan 

21. Kokomo, IN - Japanese Breakfast 

22. This Night Has Opened My Eyes - The Smith 
23. By The River - Brian Eno 

24. Poor Song - Yeah Yeah Yeahs 

25. Song on the Beach - Arcade Fire, Owen 
Pallett 


© Air: iu 


Playlist Arranged by 
Thierry St. Quintin. 
Avaliable on Spotify, 
simply scan the codeor search 


Jor User Plinky Plonky 
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The 

Winter Double 
Playlist 

(2022) 


A playlist in 2: In 
Volume, warm 
songs with a focus 
on guitarand the 
voice, (1-25). In 
Volume 2, blue, cold, 
yet still warm jazz 
and instrumental 
pieces, that pierce 
with a chill (26-50). 


Vol. 02: The Way The Nighthawk Stumbles 
26. Photograph - Arcade Fire, Owen Pallett 
27. Moon In Your Eye - Kaitlyn Aurelia Smith 
28. Blue in Green - Miles Davis 

29. Peace Piece - Bill Evens 

30. The Shape Of Water - Alexandre Desplat 
31. Phone Call - Jon Brion 

32. In My Breath - Aska Matsumiya 

33. Infant Eyes - Wayne Shorter 

34. Avril 14th - Aphex Twin 

35. Homesickness, Pt. 2 - Tsegue-Maryam 
Guebrou 

36. Rain Song - Han Ye-ri, Emile Mosseri 
37. Tezeta (Nostalgia) - Mulatu Astatke 

38. Pm Confessin” (That I Love You) - Theloni- 
ous Monk 

39. Like It Is - Yusef Lateef 

40. Love Theme - Vangelis 

41. Chanson - Ant Farmer 

42. Maybe Tomorrow - Grant Green 

43. Turaya & Ramakrishna - Alice Coltrane 
44. Licorice Pizza - Johnny Greenwood 

45. Before Long - Ryuichi Sakamoto 

46. Don’t Tell Sarah - Andy Hull, Robert 
McDowell 

47. Last of the Lonely Tumbleweeds - Chris 
Shlarb 

48. Be Funny When You Can - Bryce Dessner, 
Aaron Dessner 

49. Prologue - Chris Remo 

50. Mama, You've Been On My Mind - Jeff 
Buckley 
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Don’t Look Back In Anger 


At Gallaghstonbury, everyone is a Gallagher. There are Noel Gallaghers and Liam Gallaghers, male 
Gallaghers and female Gallaghers. Bad Mancunian accents permeate the air like noise pollution. 
Sunglasses and shit haircuts are ubiquitous. Across the grounds, there are three stages: The Early 
Stage, the Wonderwall Stage, and the Later Stage. A pop-up bar in the centre of the grounds is 
cloaked in a banner reading: Cigarettes & Alcohol. At every second hour from twelve until ten, 
Noel Gallagher appears intoxicated on the Early Stage and verbally abuses the audience for for- 
ty-five minutes. At every other hour, Liam Gallagher walks onto the Later Stage and verbally abuses 
Noel Gallagher. The crowd applauds. The crowd hoots. The crowd consumes ecstasy in ravenous 
masses. At eleven o'clock, Oasis takes to Ше Wonderwall Stage to perform their set, playing until 
the stage is invaded, or until the brothers start fighting. The day is over. The crowd migrates to the 
bar. At midday the next day, it all begins again. 

Lam sitting in a Portaloo with a slecping bag. Waiting. 

It is the mid-nineties. Four and a half billion years of evolution has culminated in our 
present condition: an infinite suburban landscape of skinny white men in t-shirts, drumming their 
steering wheels, whining about how good it would have been to live in the sixties. 

“Long live the revolution!” the people scream into the void. 

“But there is no revolution!” the void screams back, “When will you understand? There is 
no revolution, no conscription, no segregation, no Eastern Bloc, no apartheid, no Ronald Reagan, 
no Maggie Thatcher, and NOTHING to be angry about! I used to think that you people had some 
valid points to make, but now you ፐር just carrying on; fraudulent and entitled. Take off those stupid 
Che Guevara t-shirts, sew your jeans up and get a job.’ 

And the people sulk because they know that the void is right. They don't have anything 
to be miserable about, and it makes them more miserable than they would have been if they did. 
They walk around in denim Jackets and sunglasses, mourning Kurt Cobain, listening to yesterday's 
music, preaching to the impressionable about how they were born in the wrong generation. No опе 
will look back on this era with envy — if era is even the appropriate word. Everyone here is waiting 
for the next Summer of Love. 

I can hear voices through the Portaloo door. At first they are low frequencies, muffled by 
the shield of plastic. As they come closer, the frequencies evolve into mumbles, the mumbles into 
words, the words into personalities. There is a man and a woman. The man speaks with exaggerated 
sarcasm and begins his sentences by scoffing. He is the type of man who needs to assert his own 
intelligence, who expects women's knickers to moisten when they realise how clever he is. The 
woman speaks in singular clauses and refuses to return questions. She is the type of woman who 
is tired of being spoken at and is one more mocking remark away from being rude. The wet grass 
gargles beneath their footsteps. I make my breathing shallow. 

"Oh, right,’ he says, ‘апа I bet your Dad's from Trafford, yeah?’ 

The gargling ceases. That would be the mocking remark. 

"Listen, yer twat,’ she says, ‘I talk like a Мапс “cos I come from Manchester, and on my 
nan's grave I’m no fuckin’ Scouse. Now did yer say you'd introduce me to the real Liam Gallagher 
or were yer just lookin’ for a shag?’ 
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The woman's voice ripples around the curves of the plastic door, and man's bar staff uni- 
form is visible through the slim crack. 

"Alright, don't shit yerself,’ he says, “Give us a second, yeah?” 

For a moment, they say nothing, then the Portaloo door rattles against the doorframe. I 
hold my breath as he tries to open it again, but the lock holds. I undo my trousers and drop to the 
seat. The man curses, and the door rattles several more times. 

"Oh, fer fuck's sake,' the woman says, and the grass starts gargling again as she disappears 
back towards the main grounds. The man curses and pounds the door so hard that I think it will fall 
from its hinges. But the door stays intact, and the man walks away. | am alone again. 
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Last night, on the eve of Gallaghstonbury, I jumped the fence into the festival grounds. There is 

no reason why someone should enter an empty music festival, and thus, no reason why you should 
need to keep someone out. І meandered through the empty meadows and circled the neglected bar 
tent. 1 sat before the towering stages, each cast in the rural moonlight like ruins ofthe old world. In 
a way, that was exactly what they were: relics of the Woodstock era, when art was more than just an 
object of interest, it was a means to existence — a method of finding hope, purpose and belonging, 
in an establishment that wanted anything else. But these were not the real wonders, merely replicas, 
like the Eiffel Tower in China. 

I jumped the second fence into the VIP section. Towards the back, through the three short 
rows of tents for performers and festival crew, were a row of Portaloos. 1 unrolled my sleeping bag 
and locked myself into the second from the left. 

It is now ten o'clock in the evening. This is my twenty-first hour in the Portaloo. I've eluded 
the offensive perspiration, the bar fights and aggressive security. I have escaped the wrath of wom- 
en hellbent on obscuring the view as they sit on their companions’ shoulders, waving Union Jacks. 
You will not find me in the paddock of Philistines, ignorant to artistic eminence. I was uncomfort- 
able, but content. 

I am not a nihilist. I don't think that human beings are inherently worthless or stupid. I just 
think we reached a dizzying high and didn't know how to bring ourselves down. We fell from The 
Beatles to Dream Theatre; LSD to MDMA; £5 gig nights to £50 concerts. Those of us who know 
the depths to which we've sunk are left wandering this barren landscape, like devout Christians 
loitering in depraved modernity, anticipating the Lord's return. 

But I have witnessed the return of our saviour. He wears a different body but possesses the 
god-gifted grace of Lennon himself, reborn to save us from this cultural Armageddon. 

His name is Noel Gallagher, and I am hiding in his toilet. 

When I hear Liam's voice booming from the Later Stage, I know the time is right. I crack 
the door open slightly. The fresh air makes my head spin, and I need to sit down as soon as I step 
out. The world is a greyish blue, as blood rushes to my head and dark splotches cloud the night sky. 
For a moment feel like throwing up. But I don’t. 1 think of Noel - how warm and twisted his liver is 
every time he does Lennon's work. My vision clears. 

Before me are the three rows of tents. To my right is the walk-in freezer. The Gallaghers’ 
tents, in the middle of the second row; the peaks rise above those of the crew. Oasis takes the stage 
in just under an hour - just under an hour to meet Noel Gallagher. 
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I make it beyond the first row of tents when a deep-set voice calls from behind. 

"You roight mate?" 

It'sabouncer. He isn't dressed like a bouncer, he's sporting a mod haircut, sunglasses, and 
a leather trench coat. Except he’s six foot five with an arse for a chin. I think Pm going to shit my 
pants, but my butt muscles are locked stiff, so I shit out of my mouth instead. 

"With the band,’ I say. 

The bouncer looks at me, confused. Beneath my flannel shirt, my skin is burning. 1 want to 
cut off my own tongue, swallow it whole, and stab myself to death for extra measure. For a moment 
the bouncer looks stumped, like he hasn't considered this was a possibility. Then he grunts, nods 
his head in acknowledgment and continues doing laps around the artist's quarters. 

When І turn back around, I am a few feet away from the Gallaghers’ tents. They are larger 
than all the others, designed like Big Tops rather than camping equipment. I know which one is 
Noeľ s because the radio is blaring, and, in the not-too-far distance, І can still hear Liam making a 
racket on the Later Stage. 

“Pm a loser?” he says, “Yeah, and where are your six houses then yer miserable fuck?” 

1 am outside Noel’s tent. Me, whose name is nothing of importance to anyone, and Noel 
Gallagher, separated by a thin sheet of canvas. I feel like an American girl waiting outside the Ed 
Sullivan show in 1964; like a drifter in Capernaum, ready to meet Christ on the Mount. But what 
am I to say when I meet the prophet? How do I express gratitude to someone whose existence 
means more to me than even I can comprehend? No, I must know what I will say to him. Exactly. He 
must know what I have to say. 

I step back from the slit in the canvas and walk into Liam's tent instead. 

Noel Gallagher is standing on his brother's bed, pissing on the pillows. 

I am stationary. He finishes pissing. He steps backward. Falls. Crashes onto the luxurious 
duvet. He rolls about, puts his dick in his pants without doing up his fly, then gets to his feet and 
looks me dead in the eye. 

"Who the fuck are you?" he says. 

Noel Gallagher s eyebrows are thinner than they look on television, and his nose isn't as 
hooked either. He looks like the definition of ordinary, like your cousin's new stepbrother who 
doesn't talk to anyone at Christmas, whose name you won't remember next year. The longer I 
look at Noel Gallagher, the less he looks like Noel Gallagher, until suddenly it dawns on me that I 
couldn't exactly say what Noel Gallagher looks like. I know his addresses, his middle name, his fa- 
vourite alcohol and the first record he ever bought. But I couldn't tell you what it is that is distinctly 
him. What I am sure of, however, is that this man is not Noel Gallagher. 

“No mate, I say, “who the fuck are you?” 

Fake Noel Gallagher s expression is a fusion of frightened and insulted, but I don't have 
time to analyse because he's launched himself directly at me. We crash to the floor with his hands 
around my throat. He is on top of me, and I am clawing at his face. I cannot breathe. 

As my consciousness fades, | am in Haight-Ashbury, and it is the Summer of Love. The Cal- 
ifornian sun shines, and the rays ofa perfect era kiss my skin. I clap for Jefferson Airplane, thinking 
about our brothers in Vietnam. 

But the second passes. Гат not in the Summer of Love, I am in Callaghstonbury, about to 
be killed by a Noel Gallagher imposter. Without moving his hands, he wriggles up my torso until he 
is crouching over my chest. As he is about to sit on my ribcage, I spot his open fly, and launch 
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two fingers into his penis. He yelps and falls off me. I jolt upright and punch him in the back of the 
head. We scramble to get up, but he is drunk, and on all-fours as I rise to my feet. I kick his hands 
out from beneath him, sending him chin-first into the floor, out for the count. 

Liam Gallagher walks into the room. 

"You finished wankin' yet? The boys are all backstage,' he says. 

I don't know what to say. I don't say anything. I wait for him to say something else. 

"What, are you fuckin” mute now?" he says, evidently higher than the Stratosphere. It takes 
him a moment to notice Fake Noel Gallagher, sprawled on the floor. 

"Fuck me Noel! Who's that?“ he says, and giggles. 

He taps him with his toc and walks out the tent. For a second I do nothing. Then I follow. 

We walk around the back of the grounds, behind the Wonderwall stage. A technician hands 
me Noel Gallagher's Union Jack guitar. The band do not speak to each other. 

I cannot see the crowd when we walk on stage. After my eyes adjust to the lights, the sight 
is hideous. I’m staring into an ocean of Gallaghers. They are staring at me: screaming, applauding, 
consuming. They are screaming for Noel Callagher. 

The band begins playing. I already know the chords to the songs, I know Noel’s harmonies, 
and it doesn't take long to slip into the abrasive banter. When we get to the penultimate song, 
Don't Look Back In Anger, my thoughts have drifted elsewhere. 

I think about Fake Noel Gallagher, about the real Noel Gallagher, about me. I think about 
my fleeting seconds in the Summer of Love. I think about Gallaghstonbury, and what the future will 
think of us. I look out at the crowd and think about where it all went wrong. 

But for the moment, this moment, when I am Noel Gallagher and they are Noel Gallagher, 
and everyone is having too good a time to think too hard about anything else, it is alright. 

"Don't look back in anger, І sing. 


And, for now, no one does. 
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Leopoldo, 
His Guilty Actions and His Clean Mind 
(11/04/2022) 


Without hesitation, 

he begins work on his next creation, 

Tasked with building more, 
more and more what for? 


Well they are an instrument of war 


Payed well for his desolation of the poor. 


Poem and print by 
Cid 


THIERRY 
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Polka Dot Moonglow 
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А New Shot Story 


Plinky Plonky 
Books 


Polka Dot Moonglow 


He told me he wasn't feeling too good, which was an understatement. I could tell. His eyes were 
dry, sunken yet bulging from his sockets like the domed roofs of the Taj Mahal. Marcel looked like 
Nosferatu, shivering and hunched in his seat. The sounds of the street, the clinking of coffee cups 
and the bright beams of the sun left him perpetually wincing. He'd barely touched his croissant, 
nor his espresso, explaining that he trembled with fear each night, losing sleep little by little as 

his brain was polka dot with anxieties. At first, he didn't notice, Marcel was occupied painting the 
night away, feeling immense joy, creating stunning landscapes plucked from another reality. Until 
a change washed over him: The feeling he received from painting was no longer euphoric, but of 
obligation. 

“It felt as ifthere was some unknown presence, some vague force, looming over me. It'd 
apply pressure to my brain, blowing into the creases of my mind, disturbing the gray matter that 
collects within. And those specs of dust would disperse within the vacuum of my skull." Marcel ex- 
plained, rubbing his head, and pinching the bridge of his nose. “Then, and only then, after dusting 
my mind, it'd grasp my brain with both hands, dig in its long nails piercing it, and begin to squeeze. 
Then, proceed to wring out any combination of inspiration or motivation that remained after dust- 
ing it down." 

He went on, explaining his energy began to fade until he was left in a catatonic state, stuck 
in his brass bed, as the fogs of fear filled the room with a paranoid haze. He elaborated, explaining 
that each night had been like this for the past weck, and he could feel his mind becoming increas- 
ingly deliriously scrambled. One night, for example, he grew convinced that while he slept,his gums 
would begin to bleed a black, runny substance that would harden on his pillow. And as it flowed in 
his unconscious state, his teeth would loosen, and follow the stream of sludge. Or, he thought there 
was an intruder, who'd entered his Parisian apartment with the intent to watch him rest. 

I could see his anxiety glimmer in his eyes as he explained these concerns. And despite how 
odd they seemed, how surreal and unrealistic, I could understand this was his delirious reality. He 
was tired, weary-eyed with fear creeping between his wrinkles. 
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He explained that a stray, ginger cat visited him last night, as he sat in his bed, deep іп the hole 
within. The cat entered through his window, using Paris" iron lamp posts to create anonymous 
shadows in an attempt to terrify the lonely painter. Making their shadow larger, the cat writhed and 
contorted its body to have a demonic, otherworldly appearance. With deep hisses and a guttural 
gargle, Marcel froze in time, eyes locked on the shadow as his fears were amplified. What didn't 
help was that Marcel was already in a state of deep hysteria and fear, as moments prior, Marcel grew 
anxious under the suspicion that he could feel the sludge beginning to flow from his gums. 

After some time, the cat leapt to his lap, and arched its back, peering into Marceľ s eyes. He 
attempted to sway his gaze, but felt paralysed. His eyelids flickered with fatigue as his mind began 
to overflow with confusion. Each thought triggered the explosion of a synapse like a firework, 
minus the childish awe and wonder. 
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The cat, aware ofthe pain they were causing, was intrigued by the tears that would begin to hydrate 
the painter s crusty eyelids. Neither feeling joy nor remorse for their action, the cat only continued 
to read Marceľ s face in silence. Finally, the cat spoke. 

"Hello," the cat said. 

"Hello," Marcel replied with hesitation. 

"What are you doing at this hour?” 

"Nothing." 

"Surely you must be up to something." 

"Nope." 

"[see, you're not much ofa speaker are you?" 

Marcel shrugged. 

“May I inquire, to ask if you are plagued with delusional fear?” 

Once more, Marcel shrugged, sinking further into his bed, allowing the cat to curl on his 
chest. 

"Unable to decipher if ат dream or not?" 

Marcel once more didn't respond verbally. 

“Are you incapable of realising the root of your insomnia?" 

"Yes," Marcel nodded. 

"[see, I see. Well, fret no more, for I am no feline, 1 am The Sandman, here to aid your 
slumber!” 

“But you are a cat!” Marcel shouted and moved to a right angle with a spike of energy, forc- 
ing the cat to leap away. But as sudden the energy came, it dissipated, and Marcel once more, sunk 
back into bed. 

“I understand your skepticism,” the cat began, climbing over furniture, detouring his 
journey back to Marcel. “But please, don't fret, don't look at me with fear. I may look like a cat, but 
in truth, my form bends to my will. My true form is virtually non-existent, endlessly fluctuating each 
time the sun sets. Tonight, Гат a cat.” 

“Hmm,” Marcel said with hesitation. 

“Tt is true, you're allowed to not trust me.” The Sandman said now leaping back to the bed. 

Marcel thought for some time, considering what might be occurring. He thought, mayhaps, 
the cat was the devil, disguised to deceive him. But that thought dissipated, as Marcel, a religious 
man, understood that God wouldn't allow such an event to occur. Marcel believed that God was 
all-powerful, and would have his best interests in mind. Alas, another thought that sprawled across 
his mind, was that he may be dreaming, and in that case, he felt that there was nothing to do, as the 
cat was pure fantasy. But he couldn't be sure, and grew anxious at that thought. If he was asleep, he 
must wake now, and so Marcel began to sweat as his eyes darted around the room. 

"Calm down friend," The Sandman said seeing Marcel beginning to panic. 

“I mustn't sleep, am I dreaming?" Marcel rambled. 


"Please, friend, don't worry. You are okay." 
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“But am I dreaming?" Marcel shouted. 

The Sandman swiped at his bare chest, scratching him with his claws. 

"You feel that? That's a real cut. Do you trust me now?" 

Now with a smile of relief, Marcel nodded and ran his finger along the scratch. 

"Strange man. Shall we begin?" The Sandman asked. 

"Begin what?" 

“I thought we could play something of a game, have a bet of sorts." 

"What game?" 

“This is my game: If I can't get you to rest, sleep is nothing you'll never need to consider 
again. You will never grow tired, you could paint for hours upon hours and not worry 
about your teeth falling from your gums." 

Marcel liked this idea, very much. 

"But, if I manage to make you rest," The Sandman went on, "sleep will take you each night 
without any issues. You will have a fulfilling sleep, of warm, kaleidoscopic images of the past, future 
and glimpses of alternate realities. And while you rest, you will be safe." 

“Deal,” Marcel said with confidence, prepared to not worry about having to rest and the 
fear it held. 

"Good, good. Shall I tell you a story?" 

"If you must.” 

“Well. Cats. All of the cats. АП of the cats all over Paris.” 

"Faster." Marcel barked. 

"Apologies. You saw right through my trick, you're a smart one," The Sandman said in a 
coy, playful tone. “Well, all the cats over Paris were murdered several decades ago. Dozens and 
dozens of cats, all massacred by rebelling printing press workers. And so, that's why there aren't so 
many cats nowadays." The Sandman looked at Marcel’s now horrified face. 

"Are you trying to terrify me to not sleep?" Marcel snapped. 

"Of course not! Allow me to continue." 

“Do I have a choice?" 

"No." Said The Sandman before continuing. ^Well, in Kansas, they slaughtered jackrab- 
bits instead of cats, and farmers instead of printers. They did this, also ritualistically big gatherings, 
making an event out of it.” 

"Why is this the story you choose to tell me?" Marcel rightfully inquired. 

"[ suppose, in a roundabout way, you could be worst off. These tales of cruelty and ritual- 
istic murder have swayed your mind to dwell on less anxious ideas. You are deep in thought now 
regarding this strange side of history. Or, perhaps you are fed up with me, and like a printing press 
worker, you want to grab me by the neck, and strangle me." 

Marcel was left silent. 

“It’s my job as The Sandman, Morpheus, a nocturnal cat, or whatever you want to call me, 


to aid those who are struggling to rest.” The Sandman said іп a low tone. “That I descend from the 
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moon, to enter your mind, to become an apparition that can blur time all together into one melody. 
And if I can't enter your mind, if one stays awake like yourself, it's my job to begin unwinding your 
mind.” 


ххх 


After I watched Marcel pick up his cold coffee and take а sip, he explained that his memory has 
faded. Marcel told me that he spoke with The Sandman about the stars, the planets and space. They 
discussed how beautiful it all is, how vast, how full, yet, empty it is in its divine, endless glory. They 
discussed the existence of God and the power of creation. The role of an artist, and the role of the 
preacher. Dreams, the ocean, love and a warm, cup of tea. 

“We spoke like this for hours," Marcel told me while attempting to order a new coffee. 

“Huh, I see,” I responded. “So, did you win the game?” 

"Not sure." 

"What do you mean?" 

"[ don't know. All I remember is what Pve explained to you. Speaking a little further, and 
then coming here. For coffee." 

“Is that it?” 

“For the most part. I don’t remember the Sandman leaving, nor, do I recall waking.” 

“So you were dreaming.” 

“Not necessary. If I did, I don't remember waking. I just remember looking out the win- 
dow, seeing the sun reaching upwards and then checking the time.” 

“So no cat?” 

“None, he must have left, or, disintegrated as the glow of the moon faded.” 

“You did fall asleep then. You lost.” 

Marcel simply shrugged. And I didn’t care to pester anymore. We spoke instead about his 
work, what he was working on and what was inspiring him. I told him I’m sure the gallery would 
take some of these pieces by the sounds of it and would love to commission some work. We went 
on with these mundane conversations, and while they went on, I realised it didn’t overly matter if 
he'd won this game if he'd slept or not. As long as he looked to be in better health and could leave 
his unit, that’s all that truly matters. He looked happy. 
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The Euterpe Episode 


Interview Out Now 
On YouTube And Spoufy 
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We вроКе with the amazing, crazy, Euterpe are: 


creative, Newtown based band, Bianca on guitar and vocals 

Euterpe. A band who's music is Conrad on drums 

honest, captivating, sureal and Mim on bass 

something special. Oscar on guitar 
///4////////////////////////' 

We spoke about Greek myth, ghosts, Follow them on Instagram, 

mud, wasps, the inner-west's music (Фешегре.Бапа for info regarding shows, projects 

scene and so very much more. Check and some truly beautiful memes. 

itout on YouTube. Enjoy! 


Featuring Bianca, Conrad, Mim, Oscar and Thierry / Shot by Ishtar Van Looy and E. Byrne / Edited, 
colour grading and sound by Ishtar Van Looy / Directed by Ishtar Van Looy / Assistant dirrector, E. 
Byrne / Produced by Thierry St. Quintin. Special thanks to Luke Grace. 
YouTube / Plinky Plonky Features 
Spotify / The Plinky Plonky Spotlight 
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Plinky Plonky 
Books 


RECORDS FROM 
THE NEW WORLD 


ele NE 


Records From The New World 


Compiled for Martians: 2400 


(M 
The Creation of the New World 


"Only the strongest survived the bomb. Those who could care for themselves. The scientists. The 
astronauts. The athletes. The young. The people with the money to build big bunkers wait out the 
aftershock. These are the survivors who have been taken in the rockets to the costly civilization that 
was built on Mars many years ago for this moment. The end which had been speculated upon for 
many centuries preceding. 


Some of us have been left behind. Only those who aren't expected survive in the harsh conditions of 
space. Or those who can't afford the trip. We are not expected to survive." 


Transcript of voice recording: Tyler Rolling, 16/12/2072 
Transcribed: 18/02/2295 
Museum of Old World History 


ММАС а а م1177/1/11‎ 


WII Bs BL 
The Line 


There is no need for a barrier to keep people from crossing the line. No fence. No wall. Just a long, 
white line. Separating continents, oceans. Beyond the line, there was nothing. The grass is dead. 
Old World houses collapsed into ashy ruble can be seen far into the distance. Children are often 
brought to the line on school trips, or by guardians who want them to see the horrors their ances- 
tors inflicted on the planet many years earlier. The line came into existence through careful consid- 
eration. From there forward, it was safe. Safe to start again. 


Book Passage: New World Manual: Volume 1,” Author Unknown, 2093 
Library of New World Records 


PA PHI UU ИМ ИМИМ СИ И И 


A Collaboration of Records from The Library of New World Records апа The Museum of 
Old World History’ 
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WII 
Education in the New World 


04/01/2216 
Dear Journal, 

Tomorrow I leave for the Educational Advancement Facility in Central Rolling. | am very excited 
to go, I haven't seen Tamern or Flinder in the year since they ve left and I’ve missed them lots. But 
it took me slightly longer than my cohorts to be prepared to leave Outer Rolling 7. I’m afraid they 
will have made new friends in their Math and Science courses and won't even care about me when 
I see them. No matter how hard I try, that's not where my interests Пе. Elder Erelle assures me that 
they were never too good at science or maths either, and it took them not just one, but two years 
more than their best friends to complete their Junior education, and they ended up being the most 
renowned Old World historian in the world. 

“That's why the young are educated this way in the New World,” They often remind me. “ Every- 
one learns at their own pace, in their own way, and it is only when they are ready that they leave for 
the local Educational Advancement Facility where they can follow their interests and calling. They 
didn't do it like this in the Old World, everyone had to learn the way the teacher wanted, and as 
quickly as they wanted." 

Elder Erelle always likes to talk about the Old World, although it was many centuries ago now. 
They believe that we need to learn from their mistakes, not result to violence, not underestimate 
the strength of others, care for, and educate everyone. I can't imagine a world where not everyone 
had a home, or went to school, or had food to eat. Part of me thinks the Old World historians make 
it all up to make sure we're nice to each other, but 1 also know Erelle would never lie to me. 

1 think ГІЇ miss Erelle the most. They have supported me throughout my whole life. They helped 
me discover my future of teaching Universal Sign to Children in Junior Education. Sign is manda- 
tory for all students to learn. I think that's very important. Erelle can only speak in sign so it was the 
first language I used. І am excited to use that to help others. So, yeah, this will probably be my last 
journal entry ever from outer Rolling 7. 11 write again as soon as I get to CR. 

Sincerely, 
Easley 


Journal Entry: Easley from Outer Rolling 7, 14 years old 
Collected (with permission from Easley): 19/10/2352 
Library of New World Records 
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A Collaboration of Records from The Library of New World Records’ and ‘The Museum of 
Old World History’ 
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ААА AAA 
Description of Collectivism 


"You take what you need and leave what you can.’ That's the motto of the collective greenhouse 
project that was set up early in the establishment of the New World. Now, Earthlings do not work 
for money to purchase goods as was common in most of the Old World, instead, each individual is 
catered to based on their needs. 


Much scientific advancement has been put into the creation of produce that can be produced in 
diverse climates and ensure the fulfillment of the needs of the diverse society that is accepted in 
the New World. This also ensures that the health of what is left of the Earth is maintained. There 
is no mass farming of animals, instead, technology has been developed to genetically prepare meat 
substitutes from the genetic material of animals who are bred on a small scale. 


Farmers, bakers, and meat makers (like all other workers) work for the collective good and thus, 
they contribute their goods to a distributor appointed by the community who distributed these 
goods to everyone by their needs. 


Each community creates its food which is distributed within the community. Suppose it is not pos- 
sible for a community to produce enough food for any reason. In that case, excess food from other 
regions in the area is delivered a short distance to the in-need community and decreasing food 
waste. 


Book Passage: New World Geography For Beginners: 
Volume 8,’ Nermal, 2349 
Library of New World Records 
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A Collaboration of Records from The Library of New World Records’ and The Museum of 
Old World History’ 
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ሪታ.ሪራሪሪፓፕያፓፕያፕ..........፡.........፡፡.፡..፡........፡ ....... 
Message to Reaďer 


Dear Reader, 

If this message has fulfilled its purpose you, a Martian, will know that there has been thriving life 

on Farth for the last 328 years since our shared ancestors departed. We have transcribed this letter 
into all languages that we know to have been understood in the Old World, with the hope that at 
least one is still spoken on your new planet. 


Other than for religious, spiritual, and cultural purposes, all people of the New World speak a com- 
mon language and use a universal sign language to increase understanding. 


The people of Earth hope this letter finds you well. Many of our scientists doubt that your civiliza- 
tion could have survived the space voyage or life on a planet without an atmosphere, especially for 
this long, so it is possible that even if this message makes it to Mars, nobody will read it. 
But if you are reading this, the people of Earth are wishing you the best. 
Sincerely, 
Larthlings of The New World 
06/10/2400 


44444 


A Collaboration of Records from The Library of New World Records’ and The Museum of 
Old World History’ 
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Thank you for supporting Plinky Plonky by downloading this PDF, 
contributing content or watching our stuff via YouTube. 
We strive to offer a hodgepodge of content each season this vear, 
each in a variety of mediums coming from different voices, so if you'd 
like to express interest in collaborating, you can contact us here: 


Instagram: ©plonkyplonkyfeatures 
Gmail: plinkyplonkyfeaturesegmail.com 
Youtube: plinkyplonkyfeatures 
Spotify: The Plinky Plonky Spotlight (Podcast) / Plinky Plonky (Playlists) 


We'd love to hear from you! 
Thank you again, much love and see you in soon... 


38 


er 


SOON... 


зі ко 


PLINKY PLONKY 
ZL ይ 


PLINKY PLONKY 
ቲጊ” ar A P 


Plinky Plonky Magazine / Issue No. 03 / Jul. 2022 / Digital Edition 


